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’E“HIS is probably the last time
that august name will ap-
pear in print 50 we may as well
spread  ourselves a . bit—and
anyway the ED said “send in
lashings”. Therefore a saga is
indicated. ,
Gradually we are disentegrat-
ing; but this ig something new
and  has  a hollow ring—the
echoes of ‘where our two-toed
finger-prints. . have . sounded.
Most of the old familiar faces
have gone and perhaps its not
to be long before all that is left
of us will be a weather bleached
blue notice board with a white
“49" painted on it and a thin
whispy. voice of a bare-faced
boy. coming out of space. and
saving “Engrs present Sah” hut
definitely the notice board.  Oh
ves: possibly also a rusted earth
auger and a sguare-box and a
ghost of “a'man to superintend”.
But: we have our memories.
Few old lags are left who can
recall the drab grey afternoon
in October 1943 when in greasy;
Bailey - bridge - stained Battle-
dress 3 Sec. 1 (RM) Engr-Com-
mando tumble out of a train and
presenting themselves at 44 Old
Dover Road, Canterbury to join
HQ 3 5.8, Bde. Of the Bri-
gadiers comments on my €ap.
A frantic and muddling mobilis-
ing’ ‘as . stores mysteriously
arrived.  from Ordinance .and
from our Parent Unif, 15 cwis
fiying across the length and
breadth of the United Kingdom
panic - stricken, - and. panic
stations for embarkation leave,
the cold chill awakening to the
icy drizzle at Gourock Docks
and the cold wet gueues

stumbling into the depths of 2
ship called “Ranchi”,

A Dbomb from the Dblue
Mediterranean skies and-——Alex,
and for 7 weeks we go to town.
When we are old and grey we'll
still be saying as we dangle our
grandchiidren . on . our - knees.
“When I was in Alex’’. ~ And so
to Poona and everyvbody writes
home “I can’t tell you where T
am but by Gad Sir! when 1 was
in..o.....” '

We open our stores boxes and
begin. to find that there are
gquite a number of “just thase
things”, we have a -blacksmith
and tool kit but no forge, the
chippy kits have no planes or
chisels, the painters kit has no
brushes except a lavatory brush.
But we begin our long, long list
of signs fo be painted, which no
one - can. .see .ending before
(Gabriel gets hotter than Harry
James. ;

Alethangyaw  (ves, we were
thah) and humping explosives:
Silchar and the “Dispute as to
whether the Combined Ops Sign
shovld go on the topside or the
underside of the 1d”.  The
other half of us meanwhile
rotted in  that ‘white man’s
grave, Cocanada, made more
signs,  got  bigger and . better
boxes and put our stores in
them, made blowing up exercises
on the beach and got prickly
heat. ;

Trincomalee and a lot more
signs—Dbigger and betier than
ever (the “direction post” was
the real effort, especially when
all the arrows were carefully
pointed the wrong wayl ; galley
building and concreting and
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electme lighting {sudden cries in
the dark as, z;he lights = failed.
“Hawd ’Gn”,

E."‘%

x,.d’
W nats happened  fo the
lighte ?”

“Cpl. Murphy; whats happen-
ed 1o the hgntz,?”
“Warrener those™, " .
have gone put again” ,
”’W ell Allen’s duty generator
man,’
“Gh he’s just gone out in the
jeep”

At ’1;1";1160 suédenlv the gther

. lights

half of the Troop arrived from
the U.h.’ qﬁd many were  the
limes shot  about “the  second

front and LOOGY and frogmen
and the hell of the beaches, and

of the' green -hell  of Londa
Jungle.  "So we became a Troop,
sat up and took notice. Remem.

ber that big opposed landing
exercise in -the lagoon? = More
muck than that fiying, and the
new. flame throwers,  the old
Bangalores and rebuilding  the
battle field twice a day, we did
it 26 times for vou lucky Com-
mande Chaps.
“Our motho up to now has been
“You. can. «de anyvihing < with
bamboo excent make it flogt’”.
Attendant was the vision of
“Sappor Sampan” and g “grass
bolster”, A few ‘weeks at
Teknaf brought out the full
usefulness  of ~the. sarthauger.
We used it to bore wells for the
Bde—we filled them from 2
gash water truck at dead of
night.
The . arrival “the  1woo
Depity - and Raza';}il’ i hody-
guards and . patrols with him
{very “e*‘*\’ﬁ-"s‘*‘ cking—even more
than . with. “Baby Dumpling”
Lt Coggor, who had

an MC in France) and the epic
of Smith’s Bridge or Wood-
house’s wonder “Bo'%v”
Hockings—*"T've found a
iy free for the bridge SP”, just
aver there.” Three miles away
we find a2 colossal tree ten ieec
in diameter and a hyndred feet
high, bang in the middle of a
anit - bivey. S
“Oh blow it “down sir” ‘he
says.  Well, the guns got across
and the bridee didn’t fall dewn.
Then the birth of the “Wood-
eckers Club” and the new
motto “Tactum Bendus”. = The
new Deputy Comd. inspects our
bunker we'd been dripping about
when clearing  paddy-bunds to
make 4 parads ground—we’d all
got-lofty and didu’t think it was
“Engmeer Work”—He «r Wied
insi de, felt  the cool air and
smelt the new wood, crept out
and with a leer said “Build me
a house iike this; plans in by
5 olclock™.
And 5o we begum the famous
“Log Cabin”  with its living
room; 2 beds; bath, box, central

fove-

hemm@, te,‘ !nc, h Yoo two
minutes fmm the  lines. We
wonder  how  many Burmese

families ‘are now living in the
Sahib’s burra basha.  And ali
Scrounged: so was every bitof
the “Theatre Royval’: we were
realh proud of that; with the
trees behind it and the night
skv and the full tropic moon:

Hollywood Bowl had ?mthing on
it at afﬂ. Particularly with
“Yvette! o)

Then Hze drumis bevan bedt—
ng geain, and one fine morning
we shoved off for Akysb.

Tt turned out to be an exercise,
but we were proud of the beach
we made "and of landing two
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Brigades, A few days later
ioad@d the Bde ﬁxgm‘: of cre ’r
and sailed for Myebon.

w—; ant zc*' 1~~ landing,

e shant
or the min es nset before, Lt.

Cogger had a duffy with some
Japs on the Island; “Hawdon's
Causeway’  “was horn o {with

much sweat and toil} from the
rocks of Easy Beach; the mines
came ~up and the road went
through; the Kantha Chauug
was  crossed with z‘oiyp{ﬁy
causeway. o

A Dayvs "rest and of to
Kangaw.  Fox Beach emerged
from the mud; we merged inte
same; laid Jap-traps on Pinner,
dug ammo store pits (very
gquickly -dug; -~ very slowly. filled
with ammo) made a road. and
stretcher bearer track and foot-
bridge; ‘and kissed the deck of
the L,CT, that tovk us out.

Back te mother India. We'd
collacted a lot of experience for
the next do.  Sgt. Pirie got his
well deserved MM., Cpl. Newme?’t
his Mention in Desgatchw, I
Cogger left for the Fleet, Capt.

&

Hanshall rejoined “the old-48%

from 44 Cdo; some of the old
hands left us we took more
shane; - Poona,  Ahmednagar.
Belgaum, - Khar a}zfvaﬂa' new

they leave.

51
.:peciaE L"L(;w es, new ai*ganisa—
tioms, R etnrcsv*ﬂr and assault
de‘mchimn achmﬂnta rent to

mecﬁ with umamaﬁdew
for Penang; we . mel “Bel

7y then some silly fellow
ended the war; Hong Kong and
at- last  we are on “China
Station”.

A new Engr racket emerge?d
—sgeq time. Jap suicide boats

a5 a  sideline and - M.I.
“Kangaw” the apple of our eye.

¢ Now slowly the troop is dis-

In ones and twes
Capt. Woodhouse,
Ted Parsons, Joc}’ Robertson,
“Jacke” Arthur DBulford the
dripper, -Alex Brevxn, Shortv
and Judbud, Harry Hanslip the
legendary figure of Eng Coy
since the year dot, ,ulu*nmrd
Spalding, Larry Deer, Jc%m
Robson, Jock Kirkpatrick, Bud
Selfe, Capt. Henshall, C.S.M.
“Body” “Foot” “Veice” Hock-
ings, and all, whistled away.
Well:good Iuck to thenr all
And 0 we say farewell.  But
Weﬂ mae’c again.  There's still
he 49 Club angd we hope when
1* gets going that we’ll meet
agam every year and once more
v “Hullo”.

integrating.
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